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DISSOLUTION  OF  THE  UNION. 


"  Was  the  Father  of  his  Country  "  living  to-day,  at  Mount 
Vernon ;  if  our  respectable  friend,  the  lamented  George,  had 
not  slipped  clean  over  the  borders  of  time,  into  the  abyss  of 
no-time,  and  respectable  Christianity-Heaven,  if  there  was 
so  much  as  the  faintest  shade  left  of  respectable  patriot ; 
whom  the  present  Editor  could  consult,  the  present  Editor 
would  consult ;  but  in  the  place  of  all  that,  mere  frantic 
Abolitionists,  retired  India  Merchants,  no  fraction  of  that 
remaining,  the  present  Editor  must  do  the  best  he  can,  and 
trust  in  some  measure  to  his  brains,  and  crib  from  the  News- 
papers. For  it  is  a  fact  in  America  to-day,  that  what  are 
called  things,  have  come  to  a  considerable  pass,  and  may, 
without  great  difficulty,  get  to  a  much  considerabler  pass. 

America  is  no  longer  considered  absolutely  the  seventh 
Heaven,  and  there  are  reasons  for  this.  In  a  late  Number 
of  the  London  Spectator,  respectable  organ  of  thickest- 
skinned  John  Bull  respectability,  in  a  well-written  notice  of 
that  last,  great,  new  American  Author,  Spanish-literature 
Ticknor,  it  is  said  with  respectable  John  Bull  dogmatism, 
that  American  literature  is  purely  historical ;  numbers  now 
four  great  American  Authors,  Prescott,  Bancroft,  Irving,  and 
respectablest  of  all,  defunct  Professor,  respectable  Spanish- 
literature  Ticknor;   all  historical,  —  Prescott  writes  Peru; 


Irving,  Alhambra  and  Columbus;  and  last,  great,  new  re- 
spectable American  Author,  Spanish-literature  Ticknor, 
Spanish-literature.  It  is  getting. to  look  now,  as  if  we  might 
soon  add  to  all  this  respectable  Spanish  economical  htera- 
ture,  a  decent  history  of  our  own  Times,  we  mean  Times  of 
the  American  Union,  getting  the  apparent  go-by  now  at 
Washington. 

It  is  no  longer  now,  my  respectable  Spanish-literature 
Ticknor,  in  spite  of  Mrs.  Kemble's  Shakspeare  readings, 
and  sendings  on  of  Mr.  Webster  to  the  lamentable  City  of 
Washington,  mere  food  for  fun,  your  respectable  American 
Union.  Expediency,  Mr.  Abbott  Lawrence,  cotton-factory 
respectabiHty,  sagacious  Mr.  Webster  "ready  for  any  crisis," 
even  sonnets  by  Professor  Goodfellow,  and  "extraordinary 
low  prices  at  Oak  Hall,"  cannot  keep  this  thing  called  Amer- 
ican Union  right  side  up  without  renewed  exertions. 

All  Times  have  believed  themselves  the  most  astonishing 
Times  which  were  ever  seen,  and  as  wise  Goethe  remarks, 
"each  young  man  believes  the  world  was  made  entirely  for 
him."  But  of  all  the  Times,  our  Times  are  Heaven-high 
over  all  in  their  way,  —  way  of  dissolution,  precipitation, 
and  universal  anarchy.  The  most  curious  sign  of  this,  of 
which  the  present  Editor  has  lately  heard,  is  Professor  Wig- 
gins' "Parliament  on  The  Times,"  assembled  in  Spanish- 
literature  focus  itself,  republican  Boston.  Life  has  come  to 
be  with  the  notabilities  of  this  now  celebrated  City,  a  mere, 
confu-sed  gabble  on  the  Times,  that  is  No-Times,  confused 
as  the  inside  of  an  empty  pumpkin  is  confused,  not  being 
the  smallest  approach  to  tropical  marrow  at  all,  hardly  some 
diluted  Wiggins,  rotten  rind  as  we  conjecture,  with  four  His- 
torical Spanish-literature  notorieties  to  more  confuse,  that  is 
empty,  the  already  vaporized  rotten-rind  Wiggins. 

We  have  now  arrived,  soon  enough,  we  should  think, 
judging  from  our  own  feelings,  at  the  Ultima  Thule  of  all 
possible-impossible  questions,  for  a   United  States  question. 


of  Dissolution  of  the  Union.  And  can  any  one,  not  duly  in- 
formed of  the  true  facts,  conjecture  what  came  out  of  Pro- 
fessor Wiggins'  "  Parliament  on  the  Times."  For  Professor 
Wiggins,  the  present  Editor  retains  only  the  liveliest  respect. 
For  his  Parliament  he  too  has  the  completest  veneration;  to 
talk  is  meritorious  under  almost  all  circumstances,  even 
mere  confused  gabble  like  his. 

And  what  comes  of  Wiggins  and  his  men?  Not  a  spoon- 
ful of  marrow,  mere  wind,  gas,  and  bill  to  pay  for  the  Hall. 
Nothing  more  can  be  said  of  it.  There  was  not  even  coffee 
and  oysters,  as  we  are  credibly  informed  by  the  Professor. 
If  then.  Professor  Wiggins  and  his  men,  who  come  mostly 
"in  the  cars,"  tall  Critics,  red-hot-cannon-ball  Abolitionists, 
poor-devil  Socialists  on  last  Fourier-legs  pitiably  musical, 
sharp  people  who  quiz  worthiest  Professor,  "  women  with- 
out means,"  and  your  latest  Spanish-literature  infusoria ;  if 
all  this  combined  talent  cannot  get  itself  at  all  in  a  position 
even  to  perceive  with  the  least  distinctness  American  Times, 
how  with  the  less  informed  ? 

If  then,  Wiggins  came  to  nothing  but  a  bill  for  the  Hall, 
what  will  Saunders,  and  Gregerson,  and  Mrs.  Bacon,  with 
their  several  Parliaments,  come  to?  Nay!  what  does  Con- 
gress in  Washington  itself  come  to,  with  now  "visibly  de- 
clining Webster?"  Plain  enough,  to  a  bill  for  the  Hall,  and 
in  the  last  case,  as  we  who  vote  must  pay  "visibly  declining 
Webster"  eight  dollars  per  day  for  his  services,  loud  shouts 
from  the  sensibility  side  of  the  American  world,  "Dissolu- 
tion of  the  Union," — Dissolution,  "'fore  God,"  as  the  old 
King  said,  "  this  is  no  laughing  matter."  Anything  but  that, 
as  we  most  seriously  believe. 

A  beatitiful  time  we  had  of  it,  when  we  made  this  Ameri- 
can Union-machine,  most  beautiful  debates,  which  almost 
any  one  may  read  in  the  Federalist,  taking  the  requisite 
pains,  all  so  smoothly,  with  a  Sparks-Hero  at  the  top  of  it, 
respectable,  peerless,  heroic  man.    Those  Philadelphia  morn- 


mgs,  when  the  river  looked  so  soft  in  the  sun,  (Chesapeake 
we  beUeve  they  call  it,)  no  railroad  then,  all  our  new  coun- 
try getting  so  comfortably  along,  to  be  the  model  republic, 
and  last  forever,  and  now  — 1 

We  have  heard  it  remarked,  that  it  is  not  the  most  im- 
probable of  circumstances,  that  on  some  sunny  morning, 
the  American  world  may  wake  up  out  of  its  sweet  slumbers, 
and  discover  that  what  is  now  called  the  American  Union, 
is  a  thing,  which  cannot  possibly  be  called  by  that  nanie 
again !  This  remarkable  speech  was  the  product  of  not  the 
most  ideal  of  men. 

The  simple  truth  of  our  case  is,  my  well-beloved  Ameri- 
cans, we  have  had  certain  unusual  opinions  broached,  which 
springing  up  in  a  few  heads,  have  agglomerated,  and  have 
now  got  so  far  as  to  present  themselves  to  assembled  dull- 
ness at  Washington, —  petitions  for  the  Dissolution  of  the 
Union!  Professor  Wiggins  is  unpopular;  will  you  resign, 
O  unpopular  7 

It  is  a  mere  joke,  say  our  Spanish-literature  respectabili- 
ties,—  a  poor  joke,  echoes  each  Professor  Goodfellow, — 
confounded  bore,  affirms  Oak  Hall, —  do  not  believe  a  word 
of  it,  cries  Mrs.  Bacon's  Parliament.  And  the  graver  sort, 
of  whom  America  furnishes  the  requisite  number,  reply  that 
this  thing  has  been  so  "these  twenty  years."  True  enough, 
it  has  been  so  "  these  twenty  years,"  but  how  will  it  be  the 
next  twenty?  You  may  set  two  respectable  cockerels  oppo- 
site each  other,  and  pinch  and  poke  them  for  a  good  half 
hour,  and  neither  will  stir  a  feather  of  their  tails,  and  you 
do  '"fore  God"  believe,  they  will  not  fight,  and  then, — 
whizz,  the  next  second  your  two  respectable  cockerels  go  to 
pieces  like  two  St.  Rupert's  drops,  and  the  feathers  fly  up 
to  the  ceiling. 

Singular  was  it,  by  crookedest  of  destinies,  which  in  this 
lower  world  destiny  ever  is,  there  was  a  North  and  a  South, 
to  our  beloved  mother-land, —  much  to  our  sorrow,  as  we  do, 
in  all  seriousness,  affirm  ! 


Of  all  the  crookedest  pieces  of  Destiny  we  have  ever  heard 
of,  Destiny  being  ever  the  crookedest  of  all  things,  the  crook- 
edest was  the  construction  of  this  "simple  and  beautiful" 
Union-machine,  "so  simple  and  so  beautiful,"  with  Mrs. 
Bacon,  "so  perfect  a  government,  so  wise  a  Constitution,  so 
admirable  are  its  operations,  and  it  will  last  forever!"  —  A 
truce  to  your  beautiful  "so's,"  Mrs.  Bacon,  and  will  it? 
Yes !  what  could  be  better,  "  under  all  the  circumstances  of 
the  case."  O  ye  wonderful  Historical  writers  of  America, 
than  thus  cheaply  to  unite  these  pretty  States,  all  so  free, 
and  fertile,  and  flourishing,  and  by  way  of  exquisite  con- 
summation, to  make  the  whole  thing  right,  (O  crookedest  of 
Destinies !)  to  draw  a  plain  black  line  directly  across  the 
middle  of  your  so  simple  and  beautiful  Mrs.  Bacon's  Consti- 
tution.    Merciful  Heavens !  , 

This  thing  was  done, —  is  done, —  how,  my  respectable 
Mr.  Webster,  will  you,  or  Salmon  Chase  (by  no  means  your 
equal)  get  over  it,  with  wild  Southern  chivalry,  fierce  as 
dark  Arabs,  with  double  the  usual  number  of  Colt's  revolv- 
ing pistols  strapped  to  their  unmentionables  ?  It  is  my  can- 
did opinion,  that  drinking  Champagne  will  not  carry  either 
of  you  through  this ;  nor  all  the  wit,  wisdom,  and  knowl- 
edge of  Jefferson's  Parliamentary  Manual  that  both  of  you 
possess,  and  one  hundred  more  like  you,  nor  save  one  stone 
upon  one  other,  to  show  where  you  sat,  White  House  and 
all  having  taken  the  Prince-Rupert  position,  unless, —  un- 
less, — 

Consider,  my  respected  Webster,  to  how  singular  a  pass 
our  State  affairs  have  arrived,  and  let  us  join  hands,  and 
see  if  we  can  anyhow  get  this  Ship  of  State  safely  over  the 
Rapids. 

We  have  got  a  Constitution.  Here,  at  least,  Mrs.  Glass 
has  been  duly  respected.  It  is  said,  that  in  the  last  fifty 
years  more  progress  has  been  made  in  the  world's  knowl- 
edge, than  in  the  previous  five  hundred. 
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To  be  frank,  we  have  sometimes  fancied,  that  Mr.  Web- 
ster has  not  seen  how  swiftly  the  American  globe  turns. 
His  only  memorable  saying  of  late,  is,  that  a  certain  "ideal- 
ism" has  got  abroad.  To  the  "godlike  Daniel,"  this  fact, 
long  known  to  Professor  Wiggins,  is  now  forever  perceptible. 

To  a  certain  celebrated  gentleman,  called  King  George,  a 
nervous,  crotchety  fellow  with  all  his  Eldons,  and  the  like, 
not  able  to  carry  it  well,  the  opinions  of  certain  Yankee 
tradesmen  savored  of  "idealism."  Professor  Wiggins  car- 
ried it  then,  and  may  now,  O  godlike  Daniel !  unless, — 
unless, — 

Having  loosely  premised  thus  much,  now  O  Daniel !  let 
us  bravely  grasp  hold  on  this  strange,  struggling,  whirling 
coil,  named  American  Times,  and  strive  to  beat  the  sense  out 
of  it,  if  any  there  be,  leaving  for  one  second  in  this  light- 
moment  called  life,  your  Jefferson's  Parliamentary  Manual 
to  respectable  Mrs.  Bacon. 

Look  at  it,  look  at  it,  Daniel,  firmly  with  those  great  eyes 
of  thine;  from  those  thought-caverns,  seest  thou  nothing  but 
Wiggins-Idealism,  and  thy  one  proposition  of  a  "so  help  me 
God."  O  Heavens  !  the  Methuselah  of  bats,  with  a  tremen- 
dous headache  saw  further;  your  mere  Theophilns  Fiskes, 
and  La  Roy  Sunderlands  could  stew  their  shillmg's  worth 
of  clairvoyant  oysters  into  a  far  more  hyaline  lucidity. 

And  yet,  O  my  respected  Webster,  thou  sawest  naught, 
save  Wiggins-Idealism,  and  thy  Constitutional  oath  !  Couldst 
thou  so  far  dement ;  couldst  so  dip  like  a  ducked  spermaceti 
into  mere  .lohn-Davis  Whiggery,  and  fussy  Clayism ! 

Your  thirteen  States,  when  our  "  so  simple  and  so  beauti- 
ful "  Mrs.  Bacon's  Constitution  was  made,  have  got  to  be 
by  the  crookedest  destiny,  twice  thirteen  ;  the  great  Fathers 
of  our  Country,  are  being  rapidly  turned  into  dross  by  suc- 
cessful Historical  writers;  your  Federalist  has  changed  into 
Spanish-literature  ;  your  flaming  Barlows  into  feeble  Profes- 
sor Goodfellows;  and  wriggling  Shakspeare-critics;  your  firm, 
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decided,  clear-headed  Madisoiis  and  Gallatins,  are  made  up 
for  by  Expediency-Reallys,  with  Sociahst  Club  to  amplify 
their  transparent  truisms  ;  the  old  hard-head  Orthodox  church 
is  buried  in  the  delightful  village  of  Andover,  on  the  Boston 
and  Maine  Railroad,  and  beautiful  Unitarian  Furniss-pape- 
terie^  and  Hedge-logic  crept  into  its  shoes ;  and  at  the  back 
of  all  these  thrice-diluted  shams,  an  army  of  red-hot  Aboli- 
tion Artillery  now,  with  their  frightful,  anarchic  war-song, 
"down  with  the  Bastile, —  down  with  Mrs.  Bacon's  Consti- 
tution." 

And  here  too,  on  the  other  side,  for  my  Daniel,  there  hap- 
pen to  be,  curiously  enough,  two  sides  at  least  by  crookedest 
Destiny  ever  seen  to  all  things,  on  the  other  side,  what  seest 
thou, —  seest,  frantic  Heavens!  in  the  place  of  our  great 
Washington,  .great  Jefferson  "reasonable  as  a  shop-boy," 
that  one.half  of  our  "so  simple  and  so  beautiful"  an  Ameri- 
can Republic,  in  eternal  boil,  coil,  hurry  and  worry.  What 
with  their  Drogmooles  and  Toombses,  their  Calhouns  and 
South  Carolinas,  fierce,  wild,  desperate,  positive  facts  belch- 
ing like  so  many  juvenile  volcanoes,  with  not  as  yet  the 
smallest  symptom  of  an  extinct  crater ;  no  ashes,  no  cinders, 
no  scorise,  no  lava,  but  fire,  fire,  Fire,  eternally  volumed 
forth  from  this  burning  Southern-volcano,  with  such  uncon- 
querable audacity,  and  such  preternatural  disposition  to 
oversee,  and  undersee,  and  see  round,  and  see  anywhere, 
everywhere,  nowhere,  except  through  these  Three  Millions 
and  more  black  Slave-Brothers  of  theirs  !  Shut  thine  eyes, 
O  Daniel,  and  weep,  and  Cuffee  —  ? 

And  thou,  O  Daniel,  art  as  near  as  may  be,  in  the  midst 
of  this  convulsive  agony,  thou  !  the  one  brain  out  of  them 
all,  who  can  carry  a  point  if  need  be !  It  is  thou,  thyself 
Daniel,  who  art  in  the  breach,  with  thy  Mrs.  Bacon's  Con- 
stitution to  boot ! 

Can  then  Mr,  Webster,  or  any  other  Mr.,  with  these  shams 
and  delusions,  red-hot  Abolitionists,  and  volcanic  Southern 
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Drogmooles,  compromise  the  everlasting  coil  of  black-slavery, 
sucking  up  the  blood  of  the  American  Laocoon,  and  once 
more  hustle  it  into  a  few  more  months  or  years  of  spasmodic 
quiet?  This  is  the  question  of  questions,  O  my  much  re- 
spected beloved  friends,  which  I  call  the  ultima  Thide  of  all 
American  questions,— DISSOLUTION  OF  THE  UNION. 

For  in  all  Government,  as  in  all  men's  private  affairs, 
there  is  a  certain  time  when  Destiny,  (or  whatever  else  thou 
may  please,  O  my  Daniel,  clutching  for  a  word),  says  "now 
OR  NEVER,"  and  shall  not  three  milhon  and  more  dark  broth- 
ers have  a  small  voice  in  this  coil  —  called  in  the  Bible, 
God's  small  voice?  With  the  present  Editor's  eyes,  some 
kind  of  affirmative  seems  possible  to  that  question. 

And  now,  my  much  respected  Dromgoole,  or  Drogmoole, 
be  thy  name  as  it  may,  a  small  matter  of  talk  with  thee,  O 
my  brother !  The  present  Editor  lives  usually  at  what  is 
called  the  North,  but  therefore,  my  well-beloved  Dromgoole, 
quarrels  not  with  thee.  Had  he  been  in  thy  shoes,  he  doubts 
not  he  should  have  played  the  volcanic,  and  ordered  out  the 
flying  artillery,  at  least,  as  with  thee  in  his  imagination,  for 
how  could  he  have  helped  it.  Sambo  is  there,  and  Sambo 
is  here,  and  Sambo  is  everywhere.  It  is  a  celebrated  ques- 
tion of  Mr.  Calhoun's  "  whether  a  gentleman  can  black  his 
own  boots  ?"  Not,  replies  Dromgoole.  Right,  brother,  he 
cannot,  while  Sambo  stands  ready.  But,  there  is  this  noted 
peculiarity  in  Sambo,  he  is  alive.  Those  ebony  ears  have 
tympanums,  those  eyes  have  retinas,  inside  of  that  shadow 
is  a  heart,  with  considerable  supplies  of  red  blood,  and  quite 
respectable  muscles  of  the  Tom  Crib  sort.  Sambo  too,  in- 
side of  that  skull  of  his,  has  not  the  stupidest  brain,  and  cer- 
tain abstract  notions,  or  "  ideas,"  as  respectable  Plato  called 
zV,  enclosed  in  that  wheel-barrow  of  wool.  Frightful,  O  my 
brother,  is  thy  responsibility,  for  this  black  man,  who  to-day 
so  sweetly  blacks  thy  boots,  will  to-morrow  dash  thee  like  a 
potsherd  to   the  ground,   give  him  the  chance;  for  is  not 
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Sambo  tropical  and  volcanic  as  thou  ?  To  which  question 
our  brother  Drogmoole  must  at  least  partially  assent. 

To  what  conchision  wilt  thou  come,  my  brother  ?  wilt 
thou  turn  Sambo  resolutely  adrift,  and  say,  "  Go  in  God's 
name,  poor  fool,  and  do  thy  work  for  thyself;"  or  wilt  thou 
say,  "  Stay  here  Sambo,  and  black  this  gemmarC s  boots,"  a 
la  Mr.  Calhoun  ?  Which  wilt  thou  choose,  O  my  brother, 
"  liberty  or  death." 

Beautiful  is  it,  in  all  affairs,  both  private  and  public,  to 
temporize,  to  put  off,  as  it  is  commonly  called,  the  '"day  of 
reckoning,"  to  stand  boldly  out  in  favor  of  never  paying 
one's  debts.  Beautiful !  And  the  present  Editor  does  not 
remember  to  have  seen  this  so  beautifully  illustrated,  as  in 
our  American  Times;  and,  especially,  by  that  respectable, 
strictly  Spanish-literature  party,  the  Expediency-Really 
party,  "  who  will  not,  on  any  account,  meddle  with  Slavery 
in  the  States."  Where,  then,  will  they  meddle  with  it? 
In  Heaven,  or  in  the  other  unnamable  place,  O  gentle 
Shepherd  ! 

Serious  enough  is  this  business  to  be  sure,  too  serious  for 
the  mass  we  fear,  who  have  barely  time  to  shift  for  them- 
selves, leaving  politics  to  Mrs.  Bacon  and  respectable  news- 
papers. But  especially  is  this  thing  serious  at  the  North, 
where  the  tropic-volcanic  is  supplanted  by  State  Street,  and 
common-sense. 

It  is  affirmed,  that  in  what  is  called  "coming  to  the  pinch," 
several  circumstances  must  have  place.  Especially  when 
some  twenty-six  American  Old  States,  with  a  blooming  El 
Dorado  novelty  of  the  golden  cauliflower,  or  auriferous 
broccoli  sort  with  tin-pans,  and  "John-Davis'  brother  driving 
a  team  in  the  streets  of  San  Francisco,"  is  to  be  considered. 

One  might  fancy,  the  present  Editor  not  being  much  in 
that  line,  that  this  yellow  El  Dorado,  was  the  very  cocka- 
trice-egg itself,  out  of  which  this  unmentionable  viper, 
called  "  Dissolution  of  the  Union,"  might  reasonably  be 
hatched. 
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Digging  gold  with  a  tin-pan,  thermometer  102,  and  fxour 
at  forty  dollars  a  barrel,  with  the  summer  complaint,  one 
might  conjecture,  even  of  the  clairvoyant  breed,  would  not 
essentially  pacify  the  feelings.  Our  Californy-Jason,  with 
his  one  blanket,  his  Dean's  pills  at  one  ounce  a  pill,  recol- 
lections of  Thanksgiving  turkey,  Ellzy  Dunstable,  and  of 
cider,  hears  with  considerable  chagrin,  that  our  much 
respected  Drogmoole,  or  Dromgoole,  proposes,  "agreeably  to 
the  views  of  the  South,"  to  embark  immediately  for  the 
upper  branches  of  the  Sacramento,  with  a  concentrated 
force  of  Sambos  for  the  purpose,  to  be  sweated  into  aurif- 
erous cabbages  and  broccolis,  and  nothing  said  about  it. 
Emanuel  Dobbs  was  born  about  the  middle  range  of 
counties  in  Ohio,  and  is  not  especially  related  to  the  darker 
human  elements,  starved  to  the  minimum,  and  unable  to 
have  any  summer  or  winter  complaints. 

Phew  !  —  says  Emanuel, —  at  that  rate  where  will  be  my 
tin-pan,  and  Miss  Dunstable's  merino  pelisse,  to  say  nothing 
of  a  pew  in  the  meeting-house,  and  subscription  to  the 
Universe. —  In  this  case,  Dromgoole  may  rationally  pause. 

There  are  certain  questions,  about  which  this  other  ques- 
tion need  never  be  asked,  — What  can  be  done  about  it,  but 
this  query  25  pertinent, — What  can  not  be  done  about  it? 
Not  merely  the  usual  formal  ravens,  in  their  solemn  suit  of 
customary  black,  but  even  the  lighter  and  gayer  orders 
begin  to  suspect  there  must  be  something  in  this  eternal 
Wiggins-Parliament,  at  our  good  City  of  Washington :  just 
this,  O  beautiful  suspecting,  the  bill  to  pay  ! 

A  certain  honorable  Senator,  lately  said  in  his  place, 
at  Wiggins' -Parliament,  Cass  we  think  was  his  name, 
whether  it  was,  or  anything  shorter,  matters  not  now, 
"Does  any  one  think  a  Dissolution  of  this  Union  can  take 
place  without  blood  %  " 

Your  Expediency-Reallys,  who  certainly  will,  on  no 
account,  meddle  with  Slavery  in  the  States,  possibly  would 
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have  to  be  meddled  with,  in  certain  circumstances;  Sambo 
might  get  this  Wiggins-ldeahsm  into  that  tropical  wool  of 
his,  and  make  all  fly  ! 

Let  not  Respectable-Mercantile,  caucussing  the  opinions  of 
State  Street,  lay  the  flattering  unction  of  cotton  for  ever  to 
his  soul ;  several  Banvard-Panoramas  might  vanish  in  this 
wild,  driving  halloo  of  Sambo,  with  Wiggins-Idealism. 

Because,  thou  Respectable-Mercantile  of  State  Street,  who 
can  see  to  the  last  inch  of  thy  nose,  in  this  business,  that 
the  game  is  worth  the  candle,  can,  to  the  lowest  portion, 
calculate  the  value  of  that  implement.  With  thee,  my 
Respectable-Mercantile,  the  present  Editor  feels  perfectly  at 
ease. 

State  the  case  then,  as  briefly  as  possible ;  the  South  will 
never  yield  ;  the  North  will  never  yield  ;  what  remains,  my 
Respectable-Mercantile?  Nothing,  but  to  blow  out  each 
others  brains. 

Cotton  is  worth  some  cent  or  parts  of  cent  a  pound,  and 
is  frequently  sold  by  Southern  planters  for  money.  Even 
brother  Dromgoole  possesses  the  usual  belly.  Cotton  is 
equivalent  to  what  Respectable-Mercantile  calls  bread-and- 
butter,  with  Sambo  to  spread  it;  but  Sambo  directly  will 
not  spread  it.  Where  can  we  buy  our  cotton,  inquires 
Respectable-Mercantile. 

Yes !  on  this  the  whole  question  hangs,  of  all  Unions,  of 
Dissolutions  of  Unions,  —  Where  can  we  buy  our  cotton, — 
Where,  in  the  Universe,  shall  not  the  amplest  justice  be  done 
for  the  least  of  wrongs  %  The  game  is  worth  the  candle ; 
Sambo,  also,  has  the  usual  cavity  in  his  diaphragm. 

Therefore,  the  present  Editor  would  respectfully  advise 
assembled  dulness,  not  to  be  too  frantic  at  a  petition  for  the 
Dissolution  of  the  Union,  for  presently  the  petition  having 
got  duly  referred,  or  not  referred,  the  thing  itself  will  present 
itself  Emanuel  Dobbs,  with  his  tin-pan,  will  appear  and  do 
his  mining  for  himself.     It  has  been  said,  that  to  delay  jus- 
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tice,  comes  into  play,  when  justice  is  getting  to  be  done. 
And  now  let  us  examine  a  little,  the  "  unless  "  side  of  this 
extraordinary  phenomenon.  In  other  words,  having  strug- 
gled into  this  thrice-perplexed  coil,  how  can  we  go  out 
therefrom,  without  tearing  it ! 

Well-informed  correspondent  of  New  York  paper  says, 
December  22,  —  "  I  understand  that  Mr.  Webster  entertains 
depressihg  forebodings  as  to  the  immediate  future."  'Voila^ 
tries  amis,  in  spite  of  Professor  Goodfellow's  astute  transla- 
tions of  that  Ode  to  Soap,  entranced  by  snug  study  and 
hopeless  Ash-Holes,  to  what  you  have  already  come,  when 
your  Mr.  Webster,  your  only  good  brain,  has  "depressing 
forebodings  as  to  the  immediate  future." 

"Old  T^d^oh^^  himself,  whom  we  conjecture  slightly  in 
need  of  repose  after  those  advices  of  a  "  Little  more  grape, 
Captain  Bragg,''^  we  do  not  say  certainly,  however,  in  spite 
of  himself,  recollecting  Cuffee,  has  got  so  far  as  "in  my  judg- 
ment its  (Union)  dissolution,  would  be  the  greatest  of  cala- 
mities," evidently  suspecting  how  it  is  going  with  us  now, 
"  after  half  a  century."  My  friends,  Goodfellow  and  all, 
half  a  century  you  shall  never  see  more  of  this  American 
Union  (?). 

Thus  stands  to-day ;  how  long  will  stand  no  mortal  can 
conjecture. 

It  is  well-known  there  is  a  certain  astonishing  paui,  called 
tooth-ache,  sometimes  affecting  the  downy  cheek  of  beauty 
herself,  puffing  out  the  peaches,  and  turning  the  lilies  into 
mere  saffron  parchment.  To  which  sagacious  Grandmother, 
sagacious  Dentist,  rephes, —  "You  must  have  it  out;  you 
must  have  it  out." 

To  us,  from  this  side  the  Styx,  no  such  peculiar  sight  pre- 
sents itself,  as  sight  of  this  America.  Just  now,  especially, 
when  we  have  added  to  all  we  were  before.  El  Dorado 
itself  A  whole  country,  for  we  esteem  Canada  no  better 
than   a  run-out    Lincolnshire,    or   Cumberland, —  a   whole 
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country,  with  its  astonishing  Minesotas,  its  wondrous 
Deserets,  Spanish-literature,  Expediency-Reallys,  and  all. 
Beautiful  country,  at  peace  with  all  the  world,  and  "  trust  to 
preserve  our  amicable  relations  with  the  rest  of  mankind." 
What  infinite  productiveness  with  the  eternal,  easily  exporta- 
able  Paddy  element,  to  dig  our  ditches,  and  shovel  in  Rail- 
road-pits. Mrs.  Bacon  says,  there  never  was  '■^  sich"  a 
country.     Right,  O  Mrs.  B. ! 

To  our  heavy  friend,  Radical-Blockhead,  who  has  but  one 
patent  idea,  and  that  is  in  relation  to  his  own  superior 
genius,  the  American  world  seems  hopelessly  peaceful.  We 
admire  the  dull  vacuum  of  Radical-Blockhead's  relation  to 
himself;  but  to  the  informed  sort  it  becomes  each  day  more 
confirmed  a  fact,  that  this  sweet  face  of  Beauty ;  this  wide, 
excellent,  "  peace  with  all  the  world,  and  all  other  countries  " 
America,  is  every  day  puffing  and  that  "  it  (Cuffee)  must 
come  out." 

Therefore,  O  godlike  Daniel !  unless,  and  now  we  will 
give  the  only  Ghillon-light  which  breaks  in  upon  our  brain,  in 
this  matter,  unless  our  much  respected  Drograoole  can  be 
peacefully  persuaded  to  elaborate  Cuffee,  and  leave  his 
foolish  grinning  face  to  himself,  for  we  still  amicably  main- 
tain that  it  is  the  destiny  of  Cutfee  somehow  to  black  boots, 
unless  our  Southern  friends,  gentlemen  every  one  of  them 
doubtless,  will  please  to  see  through  Cuffee,  and  see  him  out 
of  their  several  premises;  unless  this  is  done,  O  godlike! 
your  immediate  forebodings  may  get  to  be  after  a  time, 
immediate  facts  —  7 

Messrs.  Bruin  &  Co.,  much  respected  Slave-auctioneers, 
have  just  ofiered  to  sell  serious  New  York  abolitionists,  the 
^^ finest  woman  in  the  country^'' — Emily  Russell,  for  eight 
hundred  dollars  (?).  Admirable,  Bruin,  with  thy  Slave-pen 
in  Alexandria,  full  in  sight  of  the  "godlike  Daniel,"  there 
with  the  "  finest  woman  in  the  country,"  for  sale  high  for 
easily  in  consequence  of  "  the  rise  in  cotton."     Distracted 
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mother,  of  "  finest  woman  in  the  country,"  receives  a  letter, 
O  MEMORABLE  FACT!  in  Spanish-Hterature,  American 
History,  from  Emily  in  Bruin's  Jail,  "  who  will  send  us 
South."  And  across  the  river,  scented  New  York  editors, 
with  scented  Evening  Journals  in  their  arms,  are  tetering  up 
and  down  Jasmin  ball-rooms,  amid  besoaped  multitudes  of 
"elegant  women,"  with  lace  three  ells  deep  on  their  linen, 
and  "People  we  have  met"  in  their  pockets,  while  possibly 
within  sound  of  fiddle,  lies  "  the  finest  woman  in  the 
country,"  in  Bruin's  Jail,  dreaming  of  her  mother,  whom 
she  shall  never  see  again  ! 

And  this,  beautiful  incident !  Louisville  Steamboat  is  just 
going  to  New  Orleans ;  on  deck  a  group  of  female  Cuffees, 
one  of  whom  has  at  her  breast,  nursing,  a  child,  what  they 
call  and  paint  in  Raphael's  (^Old  World)  Times,  "Mother 
and  Child."  The  bell  of  the  boat  rings,  the  steam-pipe 
spews,  feeble  clerks  hurry  with  bills  of  freight,  a  man  steps 
forward  and  clutches  the  nursing  babe  from  that  mother's 
breast,  because  it  is  his,  and  he  is  going  to  sell  it  to  some- 
body. Then  arose  a  shriek  from  that  Louisville  steamboat; 
a  shriek  which  is  ringing  in  my  ears  to-day,  will  ring  there 
some  days  yet ;  this  poor  tender  female  Cuffee's  heart  was 
breaking  then  and  there,  her  universe  shattered,  her  mother's 
breast  stoned  to  fossils  in  her  throat ;  the  river  spins,  the  sun 
smote  blood-red, — "Am  I  alive,  am  I  a  mother,  am  I  an 
American;  is  there  no  God,  no  right?"  I  doubt  not  her 
teats  burnt  the  very  boards  of  the  boat's  deck. 

Even  Louisville  clerks  could  not  eat  this ;  carmen  weep, 
subscribe  money,  will  buy  this  female  Cuffee,  and  the  Cap- 
tain, at  length,  refuses  his  very  boat  to  transport  the  poor, 
tender-hearted,  ignorant  sister  of  his,  to  '■^  worse  than  death.'''' 

To  Mr.  Webster,  with  brains  of  his  own,  and  your  "  land 
of  freedom,"  facts  are  facts,  and  there  is  this  other  singular 
feature,  that  they  must.,  they  w'lll.,  have  the'ir  consequences. 
With  Professor   Morse's   magnetic   tongue,    which   usually 
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speaks  with  becoming  brevity,  from  New  Orleans  to  Wash- 
ington, and  from  Washington  to  New  York,  and  makes  all 
things  evident  that  can  be  told,  very  few  facts  will  long 
remain  in  darkness. 

Besides,  there  is  this  other  singular  feature,  that  justice 
and  right,  are,  as  is  now  well  known  and  well  understood, 
no  delusion.  The  unjust  act,  the  dishonest  thing,  are  both 
inevitably  dealt  with,  and  cannot  fail  to  be  dealt  with, 
honestly  and  justly.  To  Mr.  Webster,  especially,  with 
brains,  these  things  are  essential. 

Therefore,  as  we  have  said,  and  may  get  to  repeat,  we 
can  see  but  one  possible  "  unless  "  in  this  matter,  due  elabora- 
tion of  Cuffee.  To  this,  we  call  the  attention  of  our  South 
Carolina  friend,  Achilles  Culverin,  one  of  the  most  gentle- 
manly and  hospitable  men,  and  a  great  admirer  of  Spanish- 
literature. 

CnfFee,  of  whom  we  may  now  politely  say  a  little  some- 
thing, as  he  is  the  "  unless  "  of  the  present  matter,  has  got  to 
be,  by  hook  and  by  crook,  rather  numerous.  Occasionally, 
one  sentimental  Cuffee,  dreaming  of  liberty  and  a  boot- 
blacking  establishment  of  his  own,  elaborates  himself 
mystically ! 

Our  Abolition  friends,  who  have  usually  less  talent  than 
tact,  and  as  much  in  the  bread-and-butter  direction  as  else, 
convert  elaborated  Cuffee  into  orator.  Hence,  results  the 
most  woolly,  pathetic,  boot-blacking  school  of  orators ;  but, 
on  the  whole,  as  good  as  their  talented  employers,  our 
respected  Abolitionist  brothers  and  sisters,  with  Poor  Pilli- 
coddys,  and  tallow-face  explosive  priests.  To  get  Cuffee 
from  rice-swamps  and  ginger-tea,  into  very  respectable 
orators  and  editors,  it  must  be  confessed  is  wise,  and  if  there 
be  a  Haytian  boot-black  bard,  some  elaborated  Professor 
Blackfellow  might  translate  us  a  song  of  the  brush. 

Cuffee,  then,  has  got  to  be  orator,  and  Cuffee's  friends  in 
the   rice-swamps   get   wind.     Our  brother   Dromgoole,   or 
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Drogmoole,  may  be  sure  there  is  meaning  in  this,  plenty  of 
it,  baribu,  baribustre,  in  Gipsey. 

With  elegant  Professors  of  Ash-Holes  and  spasmodic 
Cribtales,  with  the  genteel  class  who  have  a  good  time,  and 
with  whom  thinking  is  difficult,  with  Professor  Wiggins  of 
the  Universal  Critic,  the  elaboration  of  CufFee  seems  as  if  it 
might  get  indefinitely  postponed.  To  the  present  Editor,  and 
to  our  much  respected  brother  Dromgoole,  these  things  seem 
not  so,  neither  to  the  masses  of  American  people ! 

How  very  distinctly  the  North  says  to  the  South,  that  it 
shall  be  obliged  to  credit  the  Dissolution  of  the  Union  to 
its  own  proper  account,  unless  the  perfect  elaboration  of 
CufFee  might  seem  after  a  time  convenient.  We  love  our 
Southern  brethren  better,  on  the  whole,  than  our  brushy 
Cuffee-orators,  than  our  wordy  Abolition  thunder-claps;  but 
it  were  in  vain  to  waste  love  in  this  CufFee  matter,  when 
Nature  and  Necessity  choose  to  put  their  fingers  in  the  pie. 
Nature  and  Necessity  have  decided  to  elaborate  CufFee,  and 
the  Dissolution  of  a  baker's  dozen  of  American  Unions  must 
be  immaterial,  if  required. 

In  footing-up  complicated  accounts  of  this  rather  extra- 
ordinary cast,  your  ordinary  book-keepers  of  the  concern, 
Nature  and  Necessity,  devote  very  little  attention  to  time 
and  place.  We  may  now  set  it  down  for  certain,  that  there 
is  for  this  business  always  time  and  verge  enough.  A  few 
generations  are  not  especially  accounted.  "  God  omits 
fractions." 

Come  here,  then,  my  much  respected  brother  Dromgoole, 
or  Drogmoole,  and  hear  my  advice,  for  it  is  the  present 
Editor's  business  to  advise.  My  much  respected  friend,  at 
the  outset,  let  us  frankly  agree,  for  when  did  either  of  us 
ever  doubt  it,  CufFee  must  be  elaborated?  Yes  !  you  know 
it  well,  for  are  we  not  ourselves  partially  and  incompletely 
elaborated  ?  To  you,  much  respected,  this  may  seem  rather 
more  so  than  to  me.  CufFee's  rights  to  elaboration  are  pre- 
cisely as  ours. 
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Flying  artillery,  under  Captain  Bragg,  it  seems,  was  very 
available.  So  that  WhifF  of  Grapeshot,  in  hoarse  Carlyle's 
story,  had  its  effect,  though  a  lonely  rock  followed  hard 
upon. 

You  have  there,  brother  Dromgoole,  in  musky  Alabama, 
or  wherever  you  may  reside,  certain  Houses  of  Representa- 
tives, Houses  of  Senate,  in  which  getting  together,  you  will 
pass  this  Resolution,  (if  wise). 

"  Resolved,  — That  forever  forth  and  forever  more,  in  this 
Sovereign  State,  CufFee  shall  be  elaborated." 

This  resolution,  these  two  lines,  my  respected  Drogmoole, 
will  operate  very  favorably  on  your  State  Constitution,  even 
like  dulcetest  Brandreth's  pill,  will  end  stinging  electric  tor- 
pedo to  all  true  American  ears,  named  Dissolution  of  the 
Union. 

We  cannot  otherwise  give  you  any  hope.  The  number 
of  barrels  to  a  horse-pistol  have  now  come  to  six,  but  Nature 
and  Necessity  are  frightfulest  single-barrels ;  none  of  your 
Colt's  revolvers. 

Terrible,  indeed,  must  be  the  explosion  of  this  electric  tor- 
pedo ;  this  Dissolution  of  the  Union,  having  come  to  be  a 
fact,  petitions  duly,  or  not  at  all,  referred !  Terrible  to 
Cuffee,  but  terribly  agreeable,  as  we  can,  with  some  con- 
fidence, conjecture  (?). 

To  able  newspapers  editors,  who  prepare  articles  on  Cot- 
ton, to  Expediency-Reallys,  who  shift  always,  so  as  to  turn 
their  floating-soap  faces  always  from  the  wind,  to  Respecta- 
ble-Mercantile, whose  opinions  are  of  value  in  Insurance 
offices,  and  who  observe  that  United  States'  stocks  have  not 
changed,  we  advise  these  undiscerning  mortals  to  inform 
themselves. 

This  is  to  be  noted,  in  all  crises,  in  all  affairs  of  Govern- 
ment, that  the  crisis  itself  generates  its  own  motion.  To 
Cuffee  a  self-generating  vortex  of  this  kind,  with  its  due 
Swedenborg-spirals,  were   not   a  very  unpleasant  circum- 
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stance.  One  thing,  we  conjure  our  friends  both  North  and 
South,  East  and  West;  seize  upon  some  rightly-consti- 
tuted-head, which  in  its  several  sphere  runs  counter  with 
Nature  and  Necessity,  and  can  see  crises  a  little  before  they 
arise.  One  such  head,  we  might  say,  would  be  worth  to  us 
any  time,  and  especially  now,  a  whole  prosing  generation  of 
writers  on  cotton  and  Spanish-literature.  Seize  on  this  dce- 
monic  head,  and  have  it  in  place  of  shabby  parsons  turned 
statesmen,  and  the  last  Secretaries  to  Boards  of  Ignorance. 
Even  your  third-rate  Ciceronian  fungi  were  better  almost, 
of  war-oration-cast. 

We  need,  now,  as  ever,  a  man,  a  practical  man  they  call 
it,  who  can,  by  the  excellent  wit  in  those  neat  brains  of  his, 
turn  Wiggins-Idealism  into  absolute  fact.  Out  of  this  com- 
plicated, endless,  useless  talk  of  your  equally  blundering 
Casses,  Hales,  and  Wigginses,  who  can  do  nothing,  to  make 
the  American  "Constitution"  march. 

In  the  mean  time,  one  looks  with  friendly  eyes  on  "old 
Zach,"  sitting  there,  the  rough,  attractive,  successful  man. 
At  least,  he  knows  the  meaning  of  Cuffee's  elaboration; 
would  to-morrow  draught  the  right  elaborating  Resolution. 
For  that  man  is  not  like  so  many  of  his  companions,  mere 
talk  and  deficiency.  In  him  is  genuine  worth,  old  Roman 
courage,  selfhood,  manhood,  with  teeth  of  his  own,  can 
swear  it  seems,  can  wear  plain  clothes,  and  will,  when  he 
will,  maintain  his  way.  To  "old  Zach"  therefore,  the  pres- 
ent Editor  commends  the  absolute  maintenance  of  this  Amer- 
ican Union,  over  every  manner  of  blundering  Cottonocracy, 
and  Regalia-cigar  constituency,  over  Cuffee,  and  over .  red- 
hot  Abolitionists — even  over  Nature  and  Necessity,  if  he 
can,  of  which  last  we  have  certain  vague  doubts. 


